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the halting notes of a bird, when first let out

into the woods from a cage :

Though I be suffering and weak, and all

My youthful spring be gone, yet have I come

Leaning upon my staff, and clomb aloft

On mountain peak.   My cloak have I thrown off,

My little bowl overturned: so sit I here

Upon the rock.   And o'er my spirit sweeps

The breath of Liberty !   I win, I win

The Triple Lore !   The Buddha's will is done I1

Turning to the second group of disciplines,
I must pass perforce with the barest comment
over the ancient fourfold Jhana formula.
The practice was not specifically Buddhistic.
46 In India from the soma frenzy in the Vedas,
through the mystic reveries of the Upanishads,
and the hypnotic trances of the ancient Yoga,
allied beliefs and practices had never lost
their importance and their charm.2 But the
whole subject still awaits competent treat-
ment. Jhana meditation was the reverse
of desultory reverie, and was to be entered
upon, after much practice, by closing the
avenues of sense through a hypnotic exhaus-
tion of the sense of sight. Now, amongst
ourselves knowledge of hypnosis is in its
infancy. We are not prepared to admit that
a greater freedom and clarity of imagination,
representative and constructive, may be
secured by blocking out sense-impressions

1  Psalms of the Early Buddhists, i., 28.    On the love
of nature in the Brethren's poems,  see my article in
The Quest, April, 1910.

2 Rhys Davids' Early Buddhism, 86.